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The contention of the two famous Houfee„ 

And fees hard by a butcher with an Axe, 

But will fufpeft twas he that made the (laughter i 
Who finds the Partridge in the puttockes neft. 

But will imagine how the bird came there. 

Although the Kyte fore with vnbloodybeake? 

Euen fa fufpitious is this T ragedy. 

Are you the Kyte Bedford, where* s his talents ? 

Is Suffolk. e cite butcher, where's his knife ? 

Suffolke. I wear no knife to (laughter deeping men. 

Yet here’s a vengcfull fword rufted with eafe. 

That (hall be fcoured in his rancorous heart. 

That danders me with murthers Crimfon badge. 

Say, if thou dare, proud Lord ofWarwicklhire, 

That I am guilty in Duke Humfries death. 

"Exit Car fatal 

fVar. What dares not IParwicke, if falfe Sufolke dare him ? 

Qt{. He dares not calme his contumelious fpiric. 

Nor ceaferto be an arrogant controller. 

Though Suffolke dare him twenty hundred times. 

War. Madam be flail, with reuerence may 1 fay it. 

That euery word you fpeake in his defence. 

Is dander to your royall Maiefiy. 

Suf. Blunt witted Lord, ignoble in thy words. 

If euer Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much, 

Thy mother tooke vnto her blamefull bed. 

Some ((erne vntutor’d Churle, and Noble ftocke 
Was graft with Crab-tree flip.whofe fruite thou art, 

And neuer of the Neucls noble race. 

War. But that the guilt oftrmrthcr bucklers thee. 

And Lfhould rob the deathfman of his fee, 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand Iharnes ; 

And that my foueraignes prefence makes mee mute, 

I would falfe murtherous coward on thy knees. 

Make thee cratie pardon for thy paffed fpeech. 

And fay it was thy mother that thou meantft : 

That thou thy felte was borne in baftardy. 

And after all this fearefull homage done, 
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of Tarhand Lancaster. 

Glue thee thy hire,and fend thee do wne to hell 
Pernicious blood-fucker of deeping men. 

Suf. Thou (houldft be waking whilft I died thy blood 
If from this prefence thou dare go with mee. 

fVar. Away euen now, or I will drag thee hence. 

+IP arwicke puls him out. 

Exit Warwtcke and Suffolke , and t hen all the Commons within , cries 
dome with Suffolke , downe with Suffolke. sin d then enter aoaini 
the Duke of Suffolke and tf'arwicke, with their weapons drawne. 
King. Why how now Lords i 
Suff. The traiterous Warwicke, with the men of Berry, 

Set-all vpon me mightie Soueraigne, J * 

The Commons againe cries, downe with Su ffolke , downewith 
Suffolk e. And then enter from them , the Sarle 
of Salts bur ie. 

Salisb. My Lord, the Commons fends you word by me 
That vnleffe falfe Suffolke here be done to death, * 

Or bamfhed faire Englands Territories, 

That they will errefrom your highnefle perfon : 

They fay by him the good Duke Humfrey dyed. 

They fay by him they feare the ruine of the Realme, 

And therefore if you loueyour (ubie&s weale. 

They wilh you to banidi him from forth the land; 

Indeed tishke the Commons, rude vnpolifht hindes 
Would lend luchineffage to their Soueraigne ; 

But you my Lord were glad to be imploy’d. 

To try how quaint an Orator you were: * 

But all the honour Salsbury hath got, 

3s, that he was the Lord Embaffador, 

Sentfrom a fort of Tinkers totbe King. The Commons cryes^ 

_ .. _ from the Ktngmy Lord of Salshtn. 

Xtng.loood Salsbury go backe againe to them, 

T ell them we thanke them all for their kinde care. 

And had I not bene cited thus by their nieancs. 

My felfe had done it. Tlierefore heere I fwearc, 

3f Suffolke be found tobreathe in any place 
YVfiereIhaucrule 3 but- three dayes more,he-dies, Exit Sots bury 
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